How Debtors Pay Their Dues 


Author: thisisoutofourreach 


Bands: Guns N Roses, Original rock fic 


Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Slash, Steven Adler 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Ger] 


Updated: Sat Jan 23 2016 01:53:35 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


How it Starts 
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Heat rolled through the vehicle as it sat idling. | passed a hand through my hair and sighed. | hated red lights. | 
hated rush hour. | hated anything that made me have to stop or slow down.. Especially now. | was late for a 
wedding. Who's wedding? My sister's. | was a fucking dead man if | didn't get there. It was just a block away 
now, but | was hitting every fucking red light there was. 


So, sitting in the car in the blistering heat, wasting away in my suit, | stared blankly at the red light with such 
a snarl on my face that spoke only of a man done wrong once too many times. | scarcely even looked over 


when some other car pulled up next to me, the passengers hooting and hollering, probably drunk. Their music 


blared and | vaguely recognized the tune. It was hard to tell though with the group of guys chanting over it. | 
chanced a look over, frowning at the five guys that were piled into the little red convertible. They looked 
fucking drunk. Bastards, having a good time and shit and totally not late for pressing matters. 


| rapped my fingers on the steering wheel and heaved a sigh, listening to the idling engine and trying to ignore 
the drunken morons beside me. When | heard an engine rev and someone yelling, however, | was forced to look 


over. 


"Hey!" The dark-haired driver called again, snickering as he waved off his red-haired passenger. "Hey, kid! What 
you got in that thing?" 


My jaw tightened. "Enough." | grunted, blood searing through my veins and boiling hot. It wasn't that i felt 
inadequate or anything, | was driving my dad's car, it had stock everything and looked alright. | guess. My car 
was at the wedding. Sis borrowed it so her and her hubby could drive off looking fancy in the black T-bird. 


"You wanna bet on it?" The guy called again after having checked the light that still had not changed. 


My lip curled. | couldn't back down from the challenge. It was the biggest fault | had, gambling | mean. If there 


was a price to a task, even if that price was just my pride, | couldn't back down. 
"What cost?" 


The guy grinned slow and the three guys in the back of the car started losing their shit. High-fives got 


thrown around, people shifted seats, | was amazed they hadn't been pulled over already. 
“Twenty-five.” 


"Twenty-five bucks? Are you fucking joking?" | snapped. | was a gambler, not an idiot. | wasn't gonna risk losing 
my fucking license over twenty stinking dollars. 


"Nah, twenty-five hundred. Ya didn't let me finish, kid” 


My blood ran cold, eyes widening and lips parting. The smirk and nasty look in the guys eyes grew. He had me 
pinned and he fucking knew it. He pushed on the gas, revving his engine high and drawing stares of some people 


on the street. 


"Light turns green, we do a straight run to the rec. centre, pool, that's up there." 
| wet my lips somewhat anxiously. | didn't have twenty-five hundred dollars to bet, but fucking Christ. | was in. 
We were stopping right where | had to stop anyway. Hell yeah | was in. 


My sweaty hands tightened their grip on the wheel. The guy in the car next to me lit up a cigarette. | stared 
hard at the light in front of me, trying to focus. 


My focus was only broken by someone fucking climbing in through my window. 

"What the fuck?!" | lamented, feverishly looking back to the light, scared I'd miss my green 

"Shush, shush." The blond snorted, giggling and shoving his bag in my back seat. 

"Get out of my fucking car!" 

‘lm tagging along!" He giggled, sobering for a moment as he grinned at me, his smile ruined by something dark 
and rabid in his eyes. "And making sure you don't bail on our bet." 

My nostrils flared as my breath came heavy. "And who the fuck are you?" 

"Duff" He said cheerily, "And you are just my driver." 


The adjacent light went yellow and | sorted out my gears, jaw tight as | tried to ignore my drunken passenger 
from Hell. He didn't shut up, calling back to his friends and cracking jokes on who was gonna win. 


The adjacent light turned red and everything from there went in slow motion. Our light turned green, my hand 
fast on the gears. Duff was quick to blast the radio, his buddies all stuck their middle fingers out the car as 
they pulled out. My foot was heavy on the gas. 


The race was on, my sister's wedding forgotten 


Taken 
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Slammed into the wall, | winced as | felt my suit jacket pull against the brick, the fabric grabbing and no doubt 
pulling away in places to leave soft scuff marks. My nails tried to seek purchase against my brother's arms 
but there was no hope. He clocked me once in the head and rattled my body as if to shake some sense into 


me. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" He shouted, voice rising over the wedding party that was currently trying 


to ignore the goings on in the dark corner. 

"Hey, man, hey, chilll" The dark-haired guy that | had lost the race to was standing a couple steps back, him 
and his friends all watching somewhat fearfully. Clearly they had not anticipated my brother's wrath toward 
our little piece of fun. 


"You stay the fuck outta this!" My brother hissed, "You're half the fucking problem." 


"Look, Josh, man, you have every right to be pissed, but can it please wait?" | tried desperately to get through 
to him but he wasn't having any of it. 


"Can it wait? Can it wait?! Couldn't your fucking bullshit racing have fucking waited? Your stupid fucking bets?! 


You already ruined Jess‘ wedding you fucking moron!" 

My head bounced off the wall and | saw Duff finally step forward. 

"Look, man, it was just a bit of fun, let the kid go an’ we'll all leave." 

"Stay the fuck outta this." Josh rounded on him, pushing me back as he did before grabbing Duff's collar. The 
blond's chin tilted up, but more than that, Josh was stopped dead in his tracks. At only five-foot-six, he was 
dwarfed by the bassist. 

"Try it" Duff said coolly, hands coming up to remove my brother's grip. "Look, we didn't mean to cause any 


shit, but if you want us to fuckin’ leave, just let us all leave an' we'll be outta your hair.” 


| didn't really like the way he kept saying "we", as though | was going with them. | mean, | knew I'd lost the 


race, but | half expected it to just be a fluke number. We'd race, we'd laugh, move the fuck on Plus, | wanted 
to see my sister get married. It was kind of a big thing, as her big brother. | staggered to a stand and 
managed a few ragged breaths as Josh slowly let Duffs hands close around his and pull them off. | met Duff's 


glance for a moment and wet my lips as a bolt of anxiety met me. 


"We'll go." He said, looking back to Josh and patting his hands almost amicably. "Just uh, tell your sister we said 


congrats and sorry we couldn't play." 


| squinted hard when he let go of Josh's hands and waved at me sort of pointedly. | stood there, rubbing my 
arm and staring hard at the ground until Duff grabbed my arm and hauled me to him. He held my arm and 
dragged me out to the parking lot alongside the rest of the guys. One of the dark-haired guys lit up a 
cigarette and rolled his gaze over to look at me before looking to Duff. 


"Well that was shitty." He deadpanned. | wondered what the fuck was up with him, he didn't really show much 


expression, his voice was bored. "We ever gonna get a gig that we don’t blow up upon arrival?" 
| gave him a quizzical look and he sighed out a lungful of smoke, explaining as if I'd personally offended him. 


"We were supposed to be the live music for the ceremony." He mused, taking another drag off his smoke and 
handing it over to his redheaded buddy when his needy hands came searching for it. He lit up another cigarette 
for himself and seemed to snort a laugh at the dumbfounded expression on my face. "Stevie and li'l Jessie go 


way back, ain't that right, popcorn?" 


The other blond that wasn't Duff started to laugh. "Way back" He chuckled, "Surprised to see her settling 


down, really." 


| rose on the balls of my feet and Duff pushed me back down The other blond, Steven, gave me a wary look. 
The dark-haired guy looked vaguely amused around his cigarette. | stared hard at the ground, jaw clenched. It 
was the redhead guy that finally broke the silence. 


"Okay, so we ain't doing the show, so what's the plan now?" 


The curly-haired one answered, "How ‘bout McDick's before we head uptown? Talk to the kid ‘bout how he's 
gonna pay off his debt." He snickered as though he'd told a great joke, the other dark-haired guy grinned 
around his cigarette and gave him a sultry glance. | almost gagged, but was a bit freaked out by the fact that 
Duff was still holding tight to my arm. The last thing | wanted was to piss him off. 


"l'm gonna do what?" | choked instead, head popping out of the window as Duff jammed me in the passenger's 
seat of my father's car. 


"Pay your debt, short-stack. You lost a bet. You owe us money." Duff got in the driver's seat and suddenly | 


was aware of how backwards this was. 


"This is my dad's car!" | gasped, looking feverishly to where the rest of the guys were piling back into their 


little red Camaro. 


‘| ain't gonna crash it" Duff sneered, holding his hand out until | begrudgingly gave him the key. "Just gonna 


drive ‘cause you don't know where we're going" 
"So you're kidnapping me." 


Duff looked sorta confused for a minute, watching as his car-full of friends pulled out of the parking lot 
before chuckling and putting the car into gear. 


"Sure, kid. We're kidnapping you." 


| couldn't help but frown at the mocking tone in his voice, turning to stare hard out the window, the vehicle 

already starting to get hot before Duff pulled the car out of the lot. | didn't know what "paying off my debt" 
meant, but | sure as fuck hoped it wasn't what | was thinking it would be, and with this group of guys, | had 
no idea what the fuck to expect. 


Hi, My Name is.. 
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The silence was heavy and awkward. We'd gotten to the McDonald's about an hour ago and finished with 
nothing said, now we were heading back to the cars and still no one was talking, or rather, no one was talking 
to me. Through their discussion though, I'd found out names. I'd had to listen to hear them two or three times 
before | was certain that was what they were though. 


There was Axl. He was the redhead and he was a fucking psychopath, though something told me he was a lot 
smarter than what he let on Apparently he was the ringleader, calling all the shots with that dangerously low 
voice that sounded threatening even when he was smiling. Something told me that despite his appearance of 


being sickly or weak, he would fuck someone up pretty good and he'd do | with that same smile on his face. 


Izzy was one of the ones with black hair. His was dyed, | could tell now that I'd been closer because | could see 
the roots coming in brown. He was fucking shifty. If Axl was riding near psychosis, then this guy was already 
fucking there. He was quiet about it though, not asserting his dominance by being loud and obnoxious like any 
of the other guys. | could tell that he was the real guy in charge, even if Axl called the shots, nothing got 
done without Izzy's approval. There were shifty looks back and forth and quiet whisperings amongst each other 
and themselves.. | thought I'd seen fleeting touches too, but | honestly could have been imagining that. 


The guy that had been doing all the driving, that was Slash. He didn't say much, something like Izzy, but instead 
of that silence being cold and calculating it was more just careful. He was soft-spoken, saying little but being 
sincere in all he said. He had the ability to be an obnoxious snot though, especially when he was joking around 


with Axl or Steven or Duff. 


Which brings me to the final two. Steven was the other blond. He was like a hyperactive child, motormouth and 
no filter. He was nice though, didn't have the same sort of scary vibe radiating off him like Axl and Izzy-- Not 
to say he was completely harmless. There was once or twice | thought he was going to do something to get 


arrested at the fucking McDonald's. 


And then there was Duff. | didn't know what to think of Duff. He was honest and | think that's what got me so 
hung up on him and kinda nervous to be around him. He didn't speak any bullshit and it was obvious that he 
didn't take any either. Plus, he was big.. 


And he insisted on being my keeper. 


"So what are we doin’ with the kid?" Duff asked, firing up a cigarette and shifting his gaze over to where Axl 


and Izzy were talking. 


"Taking me the fuck home?" | offered, regretting having spoken the second that Axl looked at me. His 


expression turned sour. Next to him, Izzy sneered. 


"Don't be fuckin’ stupid, kid." Axl started, leaning in a little too close to Izzy as he had a smoke placed between 
his lips and lit. "You might'a thought we were just fucking around, but jokes on you because you lost us our 
show and thus, this week's pay. You actually owe us money and not just because of some stupid fuckin’ bet 


made in passing on the highway. 
| swallowed thickly. "You.. You gotta be kidding..2" 


"Do | look like I'm fucking kidding? We were supposed to make fifteen-hundred dollars on that gig plus grats so 
upwards of three thou'." 


My lip trembled. | didn't have three thousand dollars. Duff looked back at me with an unreadable expression 
before looking back to Axl. "So what are we doing with him?" He asked. 


"Bringin him around with us til we figure out how to get the money back" 


As much as | didn't like the idea, | knew | didn't stand a fucking chance trying to flee. Plus, Duff got back in the 


car with me and told me to drive. 


| couldn't very well say no. 


It had to be sometime around seven o'clock at night. The sun was just starting to set over the water, casting 
orange and yellow hues over the beach, setting the sand alight. | was huddled by myself, just a couple feet 
away from the gang of guys, pulling my suit jacket tight around me and trying not to shiver or feel too out of 
place. For it having had been such a hot day, it had cooled right down with the lack of sun. Slash and Steven 
were out collecting bits of driftwood while Axl and Duff dug a small pit in the sand. Izzy had supposedly gone 
to the corner store, but | wasn't sure when he would be back. 


| watched as Slash and Steven went running out into the ocean, splashing each other like a couple of kids and 
screaming good-naturedly. | quickly looked back at the sand, feeling very alone in that moment. | didn't fucking 
know these people. | wondered if I'd ever get a chance to go home. | mean, | could have tried to get away, but 


there were five -- currently four -- of them.. And | really didn't feel like getting the shit kicked out of me. 


| sighed a little and let my face rest against my arms. Staring off to the side | could see Izzy making his way 


down the grassy hill and through the sand back over to us. He looked so weirdly out of place yet 
simultaneously in his element. Like, he looked like he was enjoying the sun and sand -- as much as he looked like 
he enjoyed anything, that is, he was kinda stone-faced -- but he was dressed like a drug dealer, or at least 
what | imagined a drug dealer to be dressed like. He got closer, not even giving me, or anyone, really, a second 
glance as he bee-lined for Axl. A hand went to the redhead's back and though the man flinched, he very 
quickly seemed to recognize the touch. Standing straight, Axl curled in towards Izzy and smiled. | blushed hard 
and looked away, somewhat horrified. The way that they were looking at each other was telling a dangerous 
story.. Had | been hijacked by a bunch of fucking queers? Was | gonna get bootfucked and my asshole ripped 
anew? | sure as fuck hoped not. | could hear the vague sound of smacking lips and soft kisses being shared 
before the crumpling of plastic sounded. | forced myself to look up, seeing Izzy pull a folded grocery bag with 
something in it out of his inside jacket pocket. 


| nabbed some wieners." He said, slight smirk at his lips. Axl laughed like a fucking dumbass and | swear to God 


| could see something warm in Izzy's face for a moment. It was startling. 

"Did ya get anything else?" Slash asked as him and Steven came up with an armload of wood each. 

"Scored some dope to do me until my next run" Came the nonchalant response. 

"Okay, anything for us, asswipe?" 

Izzy smirked again, rolling his eyes. "Got you beggars a fuckin’ quad of chron. That good to get ya's off my 
back?" He asked in a teasing tone, taking another bag out of his inside jacket pocket and throwing it at Slash 
once he'd dropped his load. 

My eyes kind of bugged out a little. | couldn't see it very clearly from where | was in the dim light, but the 
bag looked stuffed and green. Slash wooped and held the bag up in the air in triumph, making a victory lap 
around the beach before coming back and starting to root through his pockets for something, the green pillow 
of a bag sitting just in front of him as Axl and Izzy went about starting the fire up. 

| tried once again to zone out and try to think of how to get out of this situation Tried to think of something | 
could do in general. | hated this. | had enough of a fucking problem fitting in in the places | wanted to be and 
now | was fucking stuck with these guys. | huffed and leaned forward, peeking up quite hesitantly when | saw a 
shadow loom over me. 

"Hey man, come join us. We got some food and Stevie's gon’ make a beer run so we'll have that too." 


My lip trembled a little and Duff's expression wavered a bit before he offered his hand. 


"C'mon. Get up off the ground, you'll ruin your nice pants." He teased, hauling me up when | anxiously and limply 


offered my hand up to him. 


He brought me over to where everyone was sitting around the fire, on some found chairs no doubt left over 


from people during the day, roasting hot dogs over the open flame. Steven was coming back from the car with 


a cooler that looked like it had seen better days. 


"Did the heat get them?" Slash called out, looking up from whatever he was rolling between his fingers. Steven 
grinned as he shook his head. 


"They're still good! Ice is all melted, but the beer still lives!" 


"Hallelujah!" Duff cheered, scrambling over to the other blond no sooner than he had shoved me to a sit. He 
grabbed a couple handfuls of cans and came back over to plop down next to me. He handed me one can and 


kept the rest for himself. | found that somewhat curious, but | didn't complain. 


Axl handed out the hotdogs and nearly everyone settled down with a stick | say nearly everyone because 
there were two people without, Axl, who was having his dog roasted on Izzy's stick, and me who was stuck 
using his fingers because there were no other sticks or trees in near enough sight or proximity. | sighed as | 
held the wiener close to the fire as | dared, wincing every so often when sparks popped or the heat rose ever 
closer to my hand. | felt like a moron and | knew that Slash and Steven were laughing at me. Tears stung my 
eyes from the smoke, but | refused to let them fall, not wanting to seem like | was crying from their 
douchebaggery. | sniffed and looked elsewhere. | ended up laying eyes on Axl and Izzy. Izzy had crawled into 
Axls chair and into his lap and they were delicately feeding each other ripped off pieces of hot dog in some 
fucked up romantic display. Occasionally Axl's teeth would catch Izzy's fingers and Izzy would smile. When they 
caught me staring, | quickly looked away, well aware of their whispering. I'm pretty sure Izzy was trying to talk 


Axl down from coming over and fucking up my face. 

"I's okay, baby.. Just focus here.. Doesn't matter." 

‘lm fucking hot for you right now it doesn't matter..." 

| almost gagged, turning my gaze into the flames and letting the bright orange light try to blind me as | finally 
cracked my beer open with my free hand and took a sip. | winced as the grease from my hot dog started 
popping a little and burning my fingers. Shit. | hissed in pain and nearly jumped out of my skin when | felt a 


hand on my back. 


"Hey man" Duff said when | looked back. "Gimme that, I'll give you mine. You don't have to fuckin’ burn yourself 
like that." 


| was thankful for the muddy light because l'm pretty sure my face went as red as the coals. He handed me 


his already roasted wiener and stuck mine on his stick to cook. 


"Um.. Thanks." | said weakly, breaking a small piece of the hot dog off and popping it in my mouth. | kicked my 
dress shoes off and stuck them in under my chair. 


"Don't mention it” Duff muttered back, staring at the fire a moment and sipping at his beer. "So uh..." He said 


after a moment's silence. "What's your name, kid? Never actually got that." 
"Colten." | said slowly, taking a quick swig of my beer. "Why's it matter..?" 


Duff shrugged, leaning back and going to light up a cigarette before deciding to lean across and take one of the 
few joints that Slash had rolled shortly after receiving his bag of weed. Sticking the doob between his lips, he 
lit that up instead and took a deep pull. 


"Was just wonderin’, man, jeez." He took another couple pulls from the joint as he waited for his dog to finish 
roasting. Once the skin split, he pulled it away from the flame and held the doob out to me. "Want some?" 


"Will it put me into further debt if | do?" 


Duff huffed a sigh and took it back while sticking his nose up. "l'm just tryna be nice ya fucking sob. Do you 


want the weed or don't you?" 
"| do." | really did. | wanted to try and forget about all this shit that was going on. 
"Then take the goddamn spliff and quit your bitching." 


| took the joint and was almost immediately dragging off it. The heavy smoke tasted like heaven wrapped in 


cherry pape's. | sighed my appreciation and drank some more as | got comfortable. 


"So how am | supposed to pay you guys back anyway?" | asked, side-eying the blond as hard as | could. "I don't 
have that kind of money..." 


Duff shrugged, "We'll figure it out, man. Maybe, if your luck is any better the next time, you can race some 
other poor shit and make the cash.. Or you can hock drugs with Izzy, but | don't think he'd like the 
competition” My brows shot up at that. So he was a dealer! "Either way, we'll figure it out later." He sipped at 
his beer to close the statement and | found myself looking away. 


The sounds next to us were getting pretty intense and | was mildly disgusted. These two couldn't wait to get 
home to do that shit? No one else seemed phased though.. In fact, Slash and Steven were getting a little too 
close for comfort too. That kind of put me off. Okay, more like really put me off. Duff didn't seem too worried, 
but he did seem thoughtful as he stared into the fire and listened to the mating calls of his mates. 


| drowned myself in the rest of my beer and the rest of the smoke as | tried to ignore the goings on around 
me and the way that Duff kept peeking over at me from his revery. | still knew nothing about these guys 
beyond their names and that they played music. | didn't know who did what. | didn't know who they were or 
what their deal was. | didn't even know if they actually had places to live. But of four of them there were two 
couples quite content to fuck each other on the damn beach without a care of who saw, and the other was 


getting me stoned and looking at me with this unreadable glance that kind of made me want to piss my pants. 


He seemed like a genuinely good guy, but his eyes still remained hard and difficult to read, especially by 
firelight. 


Trust Issues 
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| never slept. | didn't trust these guys enough to do that. Instead, | watched as each of them, in turn, curled 
up and dozed or curled up to rest, eyes heavy and limbs tense in their awkward positions. | had no idea what 
time it was but at some point, while the stars twinkled above and the moon lay crooked and drunk in the sky, 
Duff sucked in a deep and shaky breath through his nose as he rolled over onto his back. 


"Hey, man" He muttered, grinding the heel of his palm into his eye. "I'm gon’ go home. You wanna come with?" 


| did a double-take. "Like to your place?" | asked, feeling a little uneasy for a reason | couldn't place. 


Duff stifled a yawn in his arm. "Yeah. | mean, unless you're totally okay with camping under the stars n' all. In 


which case--" 


"No, no, please." | cut him off, voice raising and almost waking Izzy up. Duff's brow rose, a slight confusion 
coming over his face. | continued, a bit quieter this time. "Just take me home so | can pick some stuff up." | 
murmured, mind racing. Maybe | could get home and lock him out and then just avoid the lot of them from 


there on in 


Duff's teeth tugged at his lip a moment as he seemed to think. Stifling another yawn, he nodded. 


"Okay." He said, huffing a bit as he sat up. 


| tried not to stare. | hated seeing people in moments like this, quiet moments seemed all too intimate. Moments 
like seeing someone who was woking up and seeing how they got themselves ready for whatever they were 
about to face. It made me uncomfortable at the best of times, but to see the guys that had pretty much 
kidnapped me and ruined my relationship with my entire family in a moment of intimate quiet was just wrong. It 


was like the universe was begging us to be friends or something, but | didn't see it that way. 


Duff stretched a little bit, his shirt riding up his back as he did so. | stared hard at the ground and sighed a 
little at the sound of a match flicking against sandpaper. 


"You smoke, kid?" Duff asked, forcing me to look up. He held out a pack of cigarettes as his own dart smoked 


from between his lips. 


"Not a lot." | said, taking one from the offered pack anyway, willing to do anything to stave off the uneasiness 
| was feeling with him being so chummy. | lit up as quickly as | could and sucked back on the harsh smoke. 


Getting back to my car, | tried not to focus too much on the blond as he looked up at the sky every so often 
or even as he got in the passenger's seat. | started the car and Duff cranked the radio, already working to roll 
the window down. As much as | resented him and the rest of the guys, | was a bit grateful for him doing that. 
| was fucking tired. 


When we pulled into the driveway at my place the first thing that Duff seemed to take notice of was the 
barking that started to come from inside the house. His head perked up and he regarded the front of the 
building with a certain budding curiosity blooming across his features. He looked over at me and | shrugged. 


"You have a dog?" He asked, the words sounding awkward, his tongue heavy with sleep or rather, the lack 


there-of. 


"Two actually." | muttered, throwing the car into park and grumping to myself as | got out and crunched up 


the driveway, palming around at my inside jacket pocket for my keys as | listened to Duff following behind me. 


"What kind?" He asked, lighting a cigarette and squinting at me in the low light. 


"| guess you're ‘bout to find out." | sighed, stabbing my key into the lock and turning it. | had barely even 
opened the door and one of the two dogs were trying to get out, the other barking like mad in the back as the 
first shoved his nose through the crack and right into my leg. "Sh--t!" | hissed, "Shut the fuck up, it's just me, 
fuck." 


Shimmying in and pushing the dogs back the best | could, | felt around for a lightswitch and breathed a sigh as 
| finally got the lights on. Looking back over my shoulder | saw Duff had a big grin across his face as he let 
one of the big dogs sniff his hand. 


"Saint Bernards, huh?" He chuckled, petting the beast's head as it started snuffling more insistently against his 
hand. "Aren't you adorable..?" He cooed, ruffling the dog's thick fur and looking over at me. "You wanna bring 
them with?" 


| shrugged, throwing my keys on the table as | walked past, already pulling my suit jacket off. "Might as well 
stay here, it'll be too cramped in the car for them." 


| froze when | realized what | had insinuated, noticing the way Duff took a bit of a look around the 
entranceway. He didn't say anything, but he followed me around as | went down the hall toward my bedroom. | 


rounded on him when | reached the end of the hall, frowning . 


"You can wait elsewhere." | grumbled. A stricken expression came over him and | looked down. "l'm just getting 


changed, go wait in the living room or something." 


Or better yet, | thought, get the fuck outta my house. 


| watched as he left before | opened the door to my room and went in. Shutting the door again | released a 
heavy sigh and slumped my way to my dresser for clothes. Noticing a few voicemail on the answering machine 


by my bed, | went over and hit play, slowly going about getting changed as it played. 


"Colten, this is your father calling. Please pick up the phone.” 


Beep. 


"Colten! Answer the Goddamn phone, it's nine o'clock at night, where are you?" 


Beep. 


"Hey Colten, it's Jessica, um.. Not to cause any problems or anything, but | want you to know that both Bill and 
| would really appreciate it if we could cut contact.. After what happened today at the wedding.. I'm just not 
sure if having you around is really in our best interest. l'm sorry, but hopefully you understand it's for the 


better." 


Beep. 


My eyes slipped shut. 


"Cotten you stupid piece of shit, answer the Goddamn phone!" 


Beep. 


‘Colten, this is your mother calling. Your father's giving up trying, but | want to leave this message for you 
and tell you how disappointed we are in you. Not only late for Jess' wedding, but also disruptive.. And you didn't 
even go afterwards to congratulate her! I'm really sorry to tell you, honey, but the dinner-get-together that 
was supposed to go on this weekend is not happening anymore. If you find the time of day to bother 


apologizing, please do call us back, otherwise, don't contact us any longer. Jess included.” 


Beep. 


Running a brush through my unruly hair and staring at my reflection for some time, | tried to think of a way 
to either get the fuck out of this situation or at least make it better. My entire family hated me. | was 
disowned and all because l'd taken up some asshole on a bet. Coming up with no ideas to better it, | huffed a 


bit of a sigh and resigned myself to going back out to find Duff before he fucked up something in my house. 


| found him lounging on the couch with one dog lying on top of him and the other sitting beside him getting its 
head petted. | frowned at that. Neither of them really liked people much, not even my mum and dad could get 
the dogs to come and see them when they visited, and yet this guy, a complete stranger, had them completely 


complacent. 


| cleared my throat as | stood there, watching as his gaze slowly came around to see me. 


"Comfortable?" | asked, very much aware of the bite in my voice. 


"Not really. This one here is kinda crushing me, dude." 


| frowned as | made my way over to the armchair and plopped down. 


"Do they have names?" He asked, continuing to scratch each dog's head. 


"Yeah." | sniffed dismissively. 


Duff frowned, pushing against the dog on top of him so he could sit up. "Dude, what the fuck is your 


problem?" 


"Maybe the fact that | want absolutely nothing to do with you or your friends? Maybe the fact that you 


assholes literally ruined my life today?" 


"You didn't have to take us up on the offer." Duff snapped, causing one of the dogs to flinch and growl. He pet 
its head reassuringly before looking back at me. "And you fucked up our day just as much. In case ya haven't 
noticed we ain't exactly rich. Three G's is a big deal. We coulda each paid our rents off and, y'know, been able 
to afford food and some blow. Instead we're left carrying your ass around trying to figure out how to better 


our situation" 


"You could've left me out of it..." 


"No, here's the thing, we couldn't. Because like you said, we ruined your life today. You owe us money and we 


owe you for fucking up your sister's wedding. Unfortunately, right as of this moment, being financially stable is 


more important than having stable family ties." 


| snorted a laugh, "That's real fucking considerate of you." 


"You don't get it" Duff sighed, scratching behind one dog's ears. "Yeah, it's selfish, but when it comes the fuck 
down to it your fuck up could cost all of us our fuckin’ homes or lives even because we won't be able to 


afford shit. We had big plans for that money." 


"Like drugs?" 


"Like getting a goddamn roof over Axl and Slash's heads cause they're floatin’ on their girlfriends couches. Like 
drugs to keep Stevie from needin’ a hospital for withdrawal. Like new equipment so we can, y'know, not sound 


like complete and utter garbage when we get gigs." 


"Whatever, man" 


Duff rolled his eyes and curled back up on the couch, his long legs drawing up to nearly his chest. 


"Look, bottom line is that, yeah, I'm sorry we fucked up your sister's wedding and probably ruined your 
relationship with your family, but there's bigger fuckin’ problems out there and more goin’ on than your sob 


story so fuckin’ pay your dues and we'll move on and pretend we never knew ya, okay?" 


My bottom lip pouted out but | said nothing, | stared at the carpet instead. An odd feeling stirred in my gut 
but | couldn't explain what it was. It was like a feeling that it was not going to happen the way Duff said it 
would. And yet, | found myself questioning my opinions on him. He seemed so fucking real, even if he was being 


a stubborn prick about not getting the whole extent of the family issues. 


| finally ended up falling asleep shortly after Duff had, both dogs curled up by him and trusting his company 


as | myself crashed in that armchair across from him. 


Beef 
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"Okay, so we've got two shows lined up for this month, one at the pub and the other was.. Where was it?" 


"Back alley storage unit." Duff chimed in. "Assuming that Izzy and | can come up with the cash to pay the first 


months rent and we can get the place." 
"And what was it again?" 


"One-fifty." Izzy said, lighting up a cigarette and tossing the pack into the middle of the table for anyone else 


that wanted one. 


| listened in as much as | could. | didn't understand what they were talking about, really, nor did | know what | 


had to do with any of it so far. 


We were holed up in the back corner of a McDonald's, having scrounged up just enough cash to buy two meals 
to split amongst the six of us. The fries went far enough, but the burgers were another matter. | could also 
tell that the staff were getting kind of put off by the fact that we'd been sitting around here for nearly an 
hour, but we had spent money, so we weren't loitering and they couldn't kick us out.. They just stared from 


behind the counter instead. 


My stomach growled a bit. | wasn't used to this whole one meal a day thing, and while | had some money of 
my own, | really didn't want to whip it out and have these guys fucking take it like | knew they would They 
were as bad as vultures and really as shameless as they fucking came. Duff was the only one with a real 
fucking job that | could tell, a dishwasher at some restaurant or something. Slash and Axl were clearly 
shameless seeing as they'd talked about panhandling to get the couple bucks they'd thrown into the pool for 
lunch.. And Izzy was a dealer. | didn't know what Steven did and frankly | wasn't sure if | wanted to know. 


| heaved a sigh as | let my head rest on my hand, elbow propped up on the tabletop. | felt Izzy's gaze snap to 
me, steely eyes grazing over me and making me feel no more than two inches tall even though he hadn't even 


opened his mouth. There was just something about him that put me on edge. Like he was always so fucking 


intense. | didn't get it. 


"And what about the kid? He gonna contribute anything or is he gonna sit there with his thumb up his ass 


moping?" 


| shrunk back in my seat, not even able to defend myself | didn't know how with him. 
| was lucky | didn't have to. Much to my surprise, Duff came to my aid 

"Aw, lay off, Iz The kid did lose his whole damn family yesterday" 

A weird sort of smile twisted the brunet's face and | almost cringed. 


"My apologies." He sneered, "I didn't realize" He gave a little mock bow still sitting before turning that cold gaze 
back to me. "Lookit, kid. Your problems you think you have ain't shit, okay? Quit suckling mommy's tit and 
welcome the real world. You see us looking for our parents or groaning over the fact we can't just mooch off 
them?" 


| had to pause at that one, | really hadn't thought about it 


"Be grateful they're even still near you, even if you ain't talking. You can patch shit up later. Not like they're 
going anywhere if you're a local. Now if you wouldn't mind focussing and possibly offering what small wealth 


you may have, that would be absolutely fantastic." 


| sighed bitterly, noting the way Izzy mocked me with a phony sigh of his own. Duff shot him a glance, but 


lzzy only sneered. 


"You got something to say, kid, fuckin’ say it. | don't have the time nor the patience this morning to deal with 
the sass. Either get it together or I'm going to drop your sorry ass." 


| barely resisted the urge to roll my eyes, noticing the way the other guys all sort of looked away or busied 


themselves with meaningless crap as Izzy threatened me. It was like his being sour set everyone else on edge. 


"| just don't understand what you want from me." | said coolly, trying to pick my words carefully. "I don't owe 


you anything." 
Izzy's head tipped slightly as he seemed to think about it. "You wanna bet?" 


"No, betting is how | got into this whole mess." | said, scrubbing my face with my hand and suppressing a 
frustrated groan. 


"Yeah, it is. Which is why you owe us." Izzy responded, repeating Duff's words from the previous night. "You 
lost us a fucking show, man. It was a big one, a lot of cash. Doing the nice thing would be getting us our money 
back somehow. But | mean, yeah, sure, you don't owe us anything. You could walk out right now and never look 
back, but you see, people like us, the stingy street-rat bastards we are, we hold grudges.. And Duff knows 


where you live now, so you might wanna remember that." 


"Aw, lay off, Iz" Duff piped up, letting his hand down as he looked up. "And leave me outta your scheming. The 
kid's just tryna get by like all the rest of us." 


My brow furrowed a bit at that. The other guys seemed a bit surprised as well. | guess no one really talked 
back at Izzy when he was so snappy. All eyes turned to the brunet as he stared blankly at Duff a moment. A 


smirk slowly curled at his lips and his eyes eventually turned down from where Duff held his gaze. 


"Fine, whatever, I'll lay off a li'l" His eyes flickered back up to Duff's stare before they turned to me. "I am 


serious though. You work with us-- or else." 


| gulped, sending Duff a nervous yet curious look | didn't know why he stuck up for me; nor did it look like | 
was going to get an answer as he looked away and refused to look in my direction. His chin went back to his 


hand and a bored expression came over him. 


